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GEORGE COLMAN, EsQ. . 


SIR, 


I HE alterations made in the manu- 
ſcript of Six Thomas OVERBURY, left 


by Richard Savage, in order to adapt it to 
the Theatre, having been favourably re- 
ceived; I cannot dedicate the Play with fo 


much propriety to any perſon as to you, 
to whom 1t principally owes its theatrical 


Currency, 


I therefore take this opportunity of pub- 
lickly thanking you for your aſſiſtance; 
and rejoice that it enables me to boaſt of 
a circumſtance fo flattering to my vanity, 
as the honour of your friendſhip. 


I am, SIR, 
Your much obliged, 


Humble Servant, 
February 10, 1777. 
THE EDITOR. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Docr OR JOHNSON, in his Life of 
RicHarD SAVAGE, gives a circumſtantial 
account of the Tragedy of Sir THOMAS 
OVERBURY, and tells us, that ſome 
years after Mr. Savage had written one 
Play upon the ſubject (which, from its 
own inequality, and the imperfect and fee- 
ble ſtate of its repreſentation, was rather 
unſucceſsful) he reſolved to write a ſe- 
cond. The following ſcenes are the pro- 
duce of that reſolution. 

The manuſcript of the Author was ſome 
time ſince put into the hands of the Edi- 
tor; who, on peruſing it, diſcovered a 
great many beauties, ſurrounded by al- 
moſt as many defects. The Tragedy was 
not finiſhed ; and, from the diſpoſition of 
the ſcenes, and conduct of the cataſtrophe, 
it appeared altogether unfit for the ſtage. 
In this rude ſtate the Editor preſented it 
to the Manager of Covent-Garden Thea- 
tre, who received it with candour, and at 
a convenient opportunity read the Play 
with him, and agreed to bring it on the 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


tage, when the neceſſary alterations, to 


fit it for the ſcene, ſhould be made. In 
conſequence of this agreement, the Editor 
conſulted his literary friends, under whoſe 
advice, and by whoſe aſſiſtance, he has 
been enabled to give it to the World in 


its preſent form. 


He is aware that, as the Tragedy now 
ſtands, it is ſtill liable to critical objections. 
He is confident however, that every reader 
of taſte will find infinitely more room for 
praiſe than cenſure, The alterations have 
been made with the greateſt deference to 
the Manuſcript of the Author; additions 
were avoided as much as poſſible, and it 
has been the chief aim of the Editor, by 
neceſſary tranſpoſitions and abridgments, to 
make SAVAGE mend himſelf. 


The approbation Sir THoMas OveR- 
BURY has received in the Theatre, is the 
beſt proof that the Editor and his friends 
were not miſtaken when they thought the 
Tragedy bore ſtrong marks of genius; 
and when it is conſidered, that owing to a 
late unfortunate loſs, (a loſs much to be 
lamented by every friend to the ſtage!) 
the play was deprived of the powerful aſ- 

| ſiſtance 


1 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ſiſtance of the two firſt tragedians of the 
Theatre in which it is acted, the applauſe 
it has been honoured with, not only ſerves 
to ſhew the intrinſic value of the piece, but 
is alſo a teſtimony of the merit of the per- 
formers who now fill the reſpective charac- 
ters, and who, while they are entitled to the 
Editor's warmeſt thanks for their ſpirit and 
exertion, have done themſelves the higheſt 
credit, and have conſequently riſen conſi- 
derably in the public eſtimation, 


February 13, 1777. 
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WRITTEN BY 
RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, Eſq; 
Spoken by Mr. HULL. 


12 long the Mufe—attach'd to regal ſhow, 
Denies the ſcene to tales of humbler woe ; 
Such as were wont—while yet they charm'd the ear, 
To ſteal the plaudit of a filent tear, 
When Otway gave domeſtic grief its part, 
And Rowe's familiar ſorrows touch'd the heart. 

A ſcepter'd traitor, laſh'd by vengeful fate, 
A bleeding hero, or a falling ſtate, 
Are themes, (tho' nobly worth the claſſic ſong) 
Which feebly claim your fighs, nor claim them long; 
Too great for pity, they inipire reſpect, 
Their deeds aſtoniſh, rather than affect; 
Proving how rare the heart, that woe can move, 
Which reaſon tells us we can never prove. 

Other the ſcene, where ſadly ſtands confeſt, 
The private pang that rends the Sufferer's breaſt; 
When ſorrow fits upon a Parent's brow, 

When Fortune mocks the youthful Lover's vow 
All feel the tale for who ſo mean but knows 
What Father's ſorrows are !—what Lovers' woes! 

On kindred ground, our Bard his fabric built, 
And plac'd a mirrour there for private guilt ; 
Where—fatal union !—will appear combintd 
An Angel's form—and an abandon'd mind? 
Honour attempting Paſſion to reprove, 

And Friendſhip ſtruggling with unhallow'd Love ! 

Yet view not, Critics, with ſevere regard 


The orphan- offspring of an orphan bard, 
Doom'd, 
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Doom'd, while he wrote, unpitied to ſuſtain 

More real mis'ries than his pen could feign ! 

— [ill-fated Savage! at whoſe birth was giv'n 

No parent but the Muſe, no friend but heav'n! 
Whoſe youth no brother knew, with ſocial care 
To ſoothe his ſuff rings, or demand to ſhare; 

No wedded partner of his mortal woe, 

To win his ſmile at all that fate could do; 

While at his death, nor friend's nor mother's tear, 
Fell on the track of his deſerted bier ? 

So pleads the tale“, that gives to future times 
The Son's misfortunes, and the Parent's crimes ; 
There ſhall his fame (if own'd to-night) ſurvive, 
Fix'd by the hand, that bids our language live! 


® Life of Richard Savage by Dr. Samuel Johaſon, 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 
1 
Sir Thomas Overbury, Mr. _ 
Earl of Somerſet, Mr. Waouvckron. 
Earl of Northampton, Mr. Hur. 


Sir Gervas Elvis, Mr. WnirrizIp7 


Officer, Mr. Tuoupsox. 


Servant, Mr. SrEVExNSs. 
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Counteſs of Somerſet, Mrs. Jackson. 
Iſabella, Mrs. HazTLey: 
Cleora, Miſs Le ESOx. 


Guards, Attendants, & 1 | 


TF The lines printed between inverted commas 
are omitted in the repreſentation, 
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SIX THOMAS OVERBURY: 


A 


F 
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SCENE, the Houſe of the Earl of Somerſet. 
Earl of Northampton and Sir Gervas Elvis. 


5 Nos thampton. | 
OW chearfully has this day's light broke forth ? 
| The new-ris'n ſun, dreſt rich in orient beams, 
Beholds, with triumph, the late wife of Elſex 


Tranſplant her beauties from his barren ſhade, 

a. Tc Adar bert of lou und SomeMent-- 
, Ely. Never ſhall I forget the tempting Bride: 
Such dazzling luſtre ſparkled from her eyes, 

That the rich gems ſhe wore ſhone dim beneath em. 
Inviting warmth glow'd lovely in her cheeks, | 
And from her tongue flow'd ſuch melodious ſounds, 
That liſt'ning rage grew gentle as her accents, 
And age, was youth again by looking on her, 

Nath Yet tho' her features are as ſoft as air, 
Strong paſſions urge her mind to manly daring ; 
Work'd up by nature with unuſual ſtrength, 
Vengeance, ambition, and the luſt of greatneſs, - 

| Swell in her ſoul, and lift her above woman. 
g | Elv. If rumour lie not, Overbury comes; 
Various-conjectures1iſe at his approach; 
Some ſay, he haſtens to oppoſe theſe nuptials. 
North. Come as he may! they cannot be recall'diz 


— The nuptial Anthem paſt fore- ran his Requiem. 
B Elu. Others 


2 SIR THOMAS OVER BUR 


Flu. Others conceive a reaſon diff rent far. 

This fav'rite of the Muſes, ſo admir'd, 

They hint, forſakes his father's fair retreat ; 

Where learning, ſolitude and peace, prevail, 

Ambitious, turbulent to rule the ſtate ; 

Or ſhare with Somerſet, the ſeat of power. 

North. Let antient honour, then like your's give way 

To ſome projecting, rhiming, upſtart race; 

Men, wild of brain, by heated fancy ſway'd ! ] 
Stead of ſage judgment; judgment, that of old, / 
Has founded, modell'd, render'd empires great, , 
And ſettled ſtandard laws Inſtead of theſe, 
Come from wild genius. innovating councils, 1 
Such as imbrue with more than brother's blood; ; 
Such as intail hereditary hatred ; 1 6 
Such as convulſe a ſtate from age to age. 
Elu. Others to gentler cauſe impute his ceming, 
And joining his with Iſabella's name, 
Aſſert, that willing Hymen ſoon will bleſs 
Deſerving genius with rewarding beauty. 
North. And give to Overbury, Iſabella ! 
The man hoe weds fer (fo ſpeak 
The King endows her, and ennobles him. 
But oh !. the treaſure of her mind, by far ] 
Tranſcends her ſex, tranſcends all earthly dowry ; ] 
' Tis high, immortal wiſdom drawn from learning. k 
Etv. I thought the texture of a female brain 
So delicately frail, that when the ſex 1 
Aſpite at ſolid wiſdom drawn from learning, I 
Half inattention leaves in them half knowledge ; ] 
Half knowledge, mother of Chimeras wild, 1 
Fantaſtic ſilence, aud imperious ſpeech, ö 
Of cunning artifice ; the ſcorn of wiſdom ; 
All, that aſſumes to know; yet, wrong of head, 
Is more groteſque than ignorance itſelf. 

North. Not Iſabella thus. So perfect fram'd E 
With native candour and with native judgment, 0 
Her mind intent on books, gain'd modeſt —_ 
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Ever ſelf-difident ; her heart caught virtue ; 
Her tongue ſtrong reaſon to defend that virtue, 
And ſoft perſuaſion to make foes its friends. 
Her fair deportment has unſtudied graces ; 
Such, genuine Nature meant the ſofter ſex, 
When ſhe endued it with unconſcious beauty, 
Combin'd with ſweet ſimplicity of manners. 
Elv. Warmly you paint my Lord. 
North. Ves, for J love her. 
T love, ſhe knows my paſſion, and ſhe loaths ; 
And vet I love—But, Elvis, wherefore ſmil'ſt thou? 
'Tis well, I know thy thought——Love and ftay'd 
, years? 
Spare me left reaſon bluſh for boundleſs paſſion. 
Nay urge too I am married—Would I were not ! 
Can marriage fetter love ? 
Elv. But Overbury — | 
North. She loves him not, and he's no dangerous 
rival. a 
Each yet unſeen by each, both ſeem to plead 
A previous plighted faith, and both decline 
Each interview propos'd by Somerſet, 38 
Who urged their union, bur ſtill urged in vain. 
Eko. When letters. num'tous were-exchang'd, did 
His prying, intercepting wiles, explore [not 
Deep combination with the court of Rome, 
Till then unknown; now fatal to your hope? 
North. They did Nor think that | forget they did; 
For this I am exil'd from court - Fot this, 
My genius, balefub as a comet's blaze, 
Hangs o'er his head and burns with red revenge. 


But wave we this—Attend to better news; 


Wade is Lieutenant of the Tower no more. 
Elv. May l remind your friendſhip of a promiſe ? 
N:rth. So much in mem'ry friendſhip holds your 
welfare, 
Faithful to promiſe ſhall ſucceed performance; 


Of that hereafter—Go, the bride approaches. 


; Exit Elvis. 
B 2 Enter 


4 SIR THOMAS OVERBURY: 


| *Enter Counteſs of Somerſet. 
Nerth. Hail to thoſe charms that ſmile upon the 
morn; 
And ſweetly gild it like a milder ſun. 
Hail, my fair Niece, now happy too and great; 
Bleſt with perfe&ion to the height of thought. 

The worth that could deſerve beauty like yours, 
Inſures fond love, and heaps long life with pleaſure, 
Count. Thus while a lover, talk d Earl Somerſet ; 

But now, alas! 
North. What means the beauteous bride ? 
Count. Tho" but laſt night our nuptials fixed him 
| mine, 
| Starting this morning from my lighted arms, 
Thought ſeemed to preſs his mind, ſighs heav'd his 
£ boſom, 
And as repenting of his wiſh poſſeſs'd, 
Full, in the bluſhing dawn, he roſe and left me. 
Nerth. There is a damp, I know, that clouds his 
oys; | 
A IRR Ghich your warmth might ſoon diſperſe. 
Count. What points my uncle at? 
North. At Overbury! 
That reſtleſs ſoe of your's, your huſband's friend, 
| This Morning is expected. | T 
Count, Overbury! | 
Then aid me, indignation, rage, and vengeance ! 
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| North. Wiſely you call on rage for its aſſiſtance; v. 

juſtice would be too flow for your revenge, A 
| And conſcience whiſpers, give it up for ever. 

Count. My Lord, I ſee to what your counſel leads H 

You know, I never lov'd this Earl of Somerſet ; [me. Bu 


"Twas int'reſt, *twas ambition won me to him. 
North. Yet you have lov'd. 


Count. Lov'd whom ? D. 
North. This Overbury ! 12 © 
Often, you know, I've hinted my ſuſpicion ; po Fr 
* N . 


is 


; 
8 
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And memory calls up a hoſt of proofs FEY 
To ſhew how much, how very much you lov'd him: 

Count, Ves, lov'd him more than I deteſt him now: 
Each look, thought, geſture, has confeſt the folly. 
Nay I have wrote—Oh ! Heav'n—l know not what! 
Reaſon was fled and every thought was madneſs ; 
And now he may betray me. 

North. May ! he will. 
Oh! Niece, what have you done—PBut let me pauſe! 
Theſe letters muſt be artfully regain'd. | 
Mark !—your Lord comes—He ſeems amus'd and 

penſive. 

"Tis fit we part. Anon you ſhall know further. 

Count. I go Diſtraction and deſpair go with me. 
My nuptial rites are all made up of horror, | 
And the ſoft bed of marriage ſtrew'd with thorns, 
When I to peace would ſooth my care-worn Lord, 
The fond epiſtles, that unbridled love 
Taught my raſh hand to ſend to Overbury, 
Shall riſe, like ſpectres, to appall my ſoul, 
And baniſh joy and happineſs for ever. 


Enter Earl of Somerſet. 

Som. A kind good morrow to my honour'd uncle. 
Now fortune ſeems ta {mile in earneſt on me; 

This lait night's blefling crown'd my warmeſt wiſh! 

North. And yet, if my eyes err'd not, ſure at en- 

trance, 
Your looks were low'ring, and you bofom labour'd, 
As if ſome lurking care perplex'd your peace. 

Som. Sure you miſtook, I thought I was all rapture, 
How I adore your niece, be witneſs Heav'n.! 
But—Oh—Northampton ! 

Nerth, Speak. 

Som. I haye a friend, 

Dearer than life, and as my honour precious; 
Out wiſhes and our int'reſts are the ſame ; 
Friendſhip has join'd us in ſo ſtrict a band, 

| B 3 | As 


Exit. 


5 SIR THOMAS OVER BUR; 

As. if one ſoul informed us both Vet he— 

Nortb. Vet he, oppoſing friendſhip thus to love, 

Deſtroys in both your peace—Is it not ſo? 

Truſt me, this Overbury has a head | 
eep-vers'd in wily maxims, and a heart 

Which policy ne'er meant for mutual fri:ndſhip. 
Som. Greatly you wrong him. : 

North. Search the race of men, 

Are there no other friends ? 

Som. None who are mine. 

Can I to palace-ſycophants impart 

Th' unguarded thought, the big important ſcheme, 

The ſocial laugh, or ſecret meaning figh ? 

But to my Overbury's breaſt, my foul 

Can in the private or the public ſcene, 

Pour out her frail or better part ; to him 

As free and ſafe as to the lonely rock 

Or deſart plain.— 457 | 

His friendſhip ne'er indulged one fav'rite fault; 

It ſhares, it heightens ev'ry virtuous pleaſure, 

And miniſters to every care a comfort. 
North, We ſoon may ſee him reach the Stateſman's 

ſphere; nt 

But rather, I ſuſpect that one like him, 

W hoſe genius runs imaginary rbunds ; 

May, in the Muſe's fairy land, erect 

Romantic ſchemes, but in the State, bewilder. 
Sim. Who moſt bewilder there, are who abſtra 

Their ſelfiſh int'reſts from the gen'ral good. 

Not thus the man the Muſes call their own: 

Him no mean lucre bribes to partial views, 

He knows from nature's equitable rules, 

To teimper juſtice and enforce the laws; _ 

Knows for the public ſafety, feats of aim; 

Gives gen'rous arts and ſciences to bloom 

Tells commerce how to circulate her ſtreams, 

And how to fence em from invading foes, . ** 
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"Tis his to boaſt from elevated ſpirit, 

Freedom of thought to form enquiring candour, 
Freedom of ſpeech to check encroaching pow'r, 
And kindle glorious jealouſy of rights. 

The welfare of mankind is firſt his aim; 

Next of his country ; laſt of all his own. | 

North. But in ſuch men, could eminence of virtue, 
If ſuch be his, create ſo many foes ? 

Som. Yes, eminence of virtue draws more foes 
Than eminence of vice. Virtue is oft 
Unhappy, therefore friendleſs; vice holds fortune; 
And fortune, when 'tis her's has friends. She's ho- 

nour'd ; | | 
This object of diſdain has homage—veſt 
Virtue with opulence and pow'r: each juſt, 
Each great, each frugal, lib'ral act of goodneſs, 
Enyy miſconſtrues ſiniſter intent, 
Till private malice ſpread in general clamour, 
And end in excellence diſgraced or murder'd. 
Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Sir Thomas Overbury isartiv'd. 

North. My Lord, | a 
I've done—your ſafe diſcretion be your guide. 

| | [Exit Northampton. 
Enter Sir Thomas Overbury. 

Som. Fly to my arms !—welcome as eaſe to pain. 
As health to nature, or relief to want ! , 

Over. O Somerſet, engraft me on thy boſom! 
Each day of abſence ſeem'd a ling'ring age; 
But I have haſtened ev'n to outſtrip time, 
Left the dull hours behind me as I flew, 

And reach'd the goal of all my wiſhes here. 
But, tell ne | | * 

Som. Anſwer firſt one earneſt queſtion. 
Why does my friend refuſe, un- nam'd, unſeen, 
The beauteous object I ſo oft propos'd 
To win, and to be won by love? 

Oder. Oh there is one, | 
ILL Who 


8s SIR THOMAS OVERBURY: 


Who, if ſhe lives, lives only to be mine ; 

If dead I never will become another's : 

To me then, nameleſs reſt this fair unknown. 

But tell me for my mind has dwelt upon thee— 
Has thy fond heart regain'd its liberty? 

Does the late Efſex yet appear herſelf? 

Or does ſhe ſtill hang all her ſpells around thee ? 
Inchanting ſoftneſs dwells upon her tongue, 

And charms in fluent miſchief—She has beauty, 
That ſpreads and blooms like a freſh op'ning flower; 
But pois'nous adders lurk beneath its ſhade ; 

Qr from ſuch briars ſhoot this lovely roſe, 

It wounds the touch which it invites to crop it. 
Som. Oh! let me beg thee, if thou lovſt thy 

Somerſet 3: 

If friendſhip.makes my peace of mind thy care, 
No more to ſhock me on this tender point. 

Over. *T were flattery all, not friendſhip to comply; 
The wound can ne'er be cur'd that ſhuns the probing ; 
And counſel is a friend's peculiar, office. 

Som. TT ruſt me, my friend, that counſel comes too 
late. 


Over. Hear me!—for as I love thee, I will ſpeak 


Tho' beauty's glitt'ring charms delude the eye, 
| Virtue, the light of truth, is long ſince faded: 
Her fame——but dignity of fame deſerts her : 
And when a woman's reputation falls, | 
So juſtly falls—all that fair ſaint-like guile;. 
All that repenting virtue can inſpire, 
Can never lift it to its ſtate again. 
Som. Cruel report, I know, has wrong'd her worth: 
Envy ſtill feeds upon the faireſt fruit, 
And ſpreads its poiſons on the wings of virtue. 
Over. Virtue and her—Oh ! name them. not to- 
gether. 
Her trial with her late wrong'd huſband Eſſex; 
Her looſe pretenfions for that wiſh'd divorce—— 


Come, we know all, and on my ſoul, I think, 
Dear 


ATT RMes ED N. 5 
Hear às I love thee, could'ſt thou ſtoop ſo low 


As to receive that wanton to thy arms, 

'Twould ſhake my friendſhip ſo, I could not ſcorn 
thee, — 14107 3 20 | 

But, ere I'd ſee thy ſhame—T'd range the world, 

And leave thee to the ruin thou'rt fo fond of. 

Should'ſt thou——Alas! what mean thoſe ſtarting 
tears ! * * 

Big drops of ſweat dead paleneſs——trembling 
limbs ! 32 at] 

Signs of ſome ſtrong confuſion ! 

Som. Oh, my friend! 


I muſt not cannot hide a thought from thee, 


She, from whoſe charms your friendſhip would di- 
vert me, 4 
Is now my wife! 
Over. Your wife ? 
Som, My much lov'd wife. 
Over. Oh, what are men who love 1 My Lord, 
I've done. 
One ſigh to friendſhip only, and no more 
All thoſe convulſive ſtarts that ſhook thy frame, 


| Were the prophetic warners of my fall. 


Som. Said'ſt thou thy fall! 


Over. That I till love thee witneſs this embrace? 


Witneſs theſe tears !\——But, from this fatal hour, 
Join'd as you are to her we part for ever. 
Som. O ſtop—repent—recall thdſe haſty words ! 
I fear I have no friend but Overbury. 
Over. You have a wite, and friendſhip is her office. 
Tt ſtings my ſou! to ſee thee thus betray'd, 
And my foreboding heart ev'n bleeds with pity. 
All that is left me now, is to avoid thee, 
And not to ſee, what, but to hear, will wound me! 
Will deeply wound !—Down, down, my throbbing 
paſſions 3 
Farewell, my Lord — may ceaſeleſs bleſſings wait 
you. b 


Exit Owerbury. 
Som, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
1 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
i 
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Somer. ¶ Solus.) Sorrow, eternal ſorrow, claims 
me now-; 

All happy fortune flies for ever from me. 

Whate'er's worth wiſhing for on earth, l've loft. 

Lite is a dream, diſturb'd by conſtant woes, 

And he who has no friend, finds death a bleſſing. 
When friendſhip's pow'rs recede from virtue's aid, 
Sharp hoſtile cares unguarded peace invade. 
Friendſhip, from ev'ry care, can lite defend; 

Our Guardian-angel's but a faithful Friend. 
| J [Exit Semerſit. 


End of the Finſi Ad. ( 
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Feens Continues. 
Enter Iſabella, and Cleora. 
Iſabella. 


LAS, Cleora, comfort comes in vain; 
Does not Northampton, from his rank pre- 
ſumptuous, 
Affront with baſe attempt my orphan virtue? 
Did not my guardian, Somerſet (till then 
Indulgent) almoſt ſpurn me kneeling, from him, 
When I declined a conſort, yet unſeen ? 
But would this Overbury force my choice ? 
No ſure the man whom once the muſe has bleſt, 
Can know no cruel, no ungen'rous wiſh. 
Cleo. If ſuch his numbers, and if ſuch his ſoul, 
Why to his ſuit averſe? 
1/ab. Becauſe another 
With ſweeter numbers, and a ſofter ſoul, 
Has long engroſs'd my breaſt. 
Cleo. Another, ſay you? 
Iſab. Another, my Cleora! for my Bellmour, 
(So was he called) firſt warm'd my breaſt with friend- 


| ſhip, | 

(Fftndihip | thought it, but I found it love 3) 

And as aim'd to copy what I priz'd, 

Deſire of wiſdom gain'd upon my ſoul, 

And all the toys, the vanities, and trifles, 
(The low amuſements of my youth and ſex) 
Diſpers'd.— The writings of the wiſe and good 
Earneſt I ſought, and with my Bellmour's knowledge 
(Which rivall'd *em)compar'd. —Thus him and truth 

| / | I ſaw, 
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I ſaw, admir'd, ador'd—Yet long I ſtrove W. 
(But ah ! what lover can?) to hide my paſſion. - 1 


He wiſh'd, he watch'd, and what he wiſh'd, perceiy'd. 
Cleo. Was love by love returned? 
Iſab. Ardent it was, 

Conſulted virtue too, with willing ſanction, 

Cemented in firm faith, our meeting ſouls. 
Cleo. Say, was he greatly born? 

Jab. All that J learn'd, 

He was of humble, not ignoble birth. 

Cleo. Why did you part ? | 
I/ab. Fam'd Oxford, nurſe of arts! 

Whoſe charge he was, recalled the virtuous youth, 

To cloſe the period of each ſtudious courſe ; 

But ere the time of his propos'd return, 

(For then in Sylvan ſcenes I liv'd ſequeſter'd) 

News of my diſtant father's haſt'ning death, 


— 


Swift ſummon'd me, to pay my laſt ſad duty. Or 
Ere ſince that hour, (a fatal hour to love) > 
c 


Enquiry has no clue to guide him to me; 

Nor is this all—to multiply my griefs, N 

Dear to my eye, his letters miſſive wooers ! 

O'er whom | often ſooth'd the pangs of abſence, 

By ſome ſtrange hap, are loſt, or ſtolen from me. 
Cleo. Good Heav'n forbid—but ſee, Northamp- 

ton's Earl ! | 
Who raiſes other thoughts than thoſe of love! 

Jab. Far other thoughts indeed loath his pre- 


" ſence. 

Let virtue learn from Overbury's lays, 2 
He comes too near, who comes to be denied “.“ Sem 
| [ Exeant, C 
Enter Earl of Northampton. , N 
North. Stay, Iſabella—ah! ſhe flies my call, And 
Flies, like diſguſt, from love. For once then, hate, Ci 
Afford that happineſs which love denies ! : Whe 
Well, MN 


A line in the Wire, a Poem, written by Sir Thomas 
Overbury, 


—— 


A rAA KE DU „. n 
Well, Overbury, if deep plots have force; 


If poiſons can be drawn from baneful plants; | 
Then horror from my fury light upon thee. L 


Enter Counteſs of Somerſet. | 


Count. My Lord, I know not if I'm yet betray'd, 
My foe juſt met me with a look eſtrang'd, 
No courtly rr 'ſcap'd his lips ; 
Silent he paſs'd, and bow'd with cold reſerve. 
North. Saw you your Lord? 
Count. F did, and ſtrangely moved. 
The ſocial ſweetneſs of his nature's loſt ; 
With folded arms he traverſes the room, 
Now red—now pale—big on his wat'ry eyes | 
Prompt 8 ſtand trembling—ſpeak to him, he 
8. 
Or ſhakes is head; at ev'ry queſtion ſhock'd, — 
Drops in ſome broken phraſe, a dubious anſwer; 
Then on a ſudden ſtarts, and flies obſervance. 
North. Now is the time to mould him to our 
purpoſe. 
Then to our buſineſs—View theſe letters well. 
To whom, from whom——This name's unſuper- 
ſcribed, 
And that unſign'd. 
Count. Tis ſtrange. 
North. Yet ſpeak not theſe ? 
Theſe ſure mark'd characters, ſome well-known 
hand ? | 
'Semblance of thought and ſtile too— 
Count, Overbury's ? | | 
North. They cannot be miſtaken. —Overbury's— - 
And wrote to Iſabella. 
Count. Her? — D iſtraction! | 
When Joſt ? where found? by purpoſe or by chance?! = 
| North. A tender billet dropt, firſt told the ſe- | 


cret; 
C The 


14 SIR THOMAS OVERBURY: 


The others from her followers were obtained; 
Won by my well-tim'd gifis, and promis'd favours, 
To break into the cabinet of love, 
And plunder it of this its choiceſt treaſure, 
Count. Me, then he ſcorns, and doats on Iſa- 
bella. 
Oh Jealouſy ! 
North. That Paſſion, turns at once 
Love, ill-requited love, to deadly hate; 
To hate ten-fold embittered. 
Count, To revenge. 
North, Aye, to revenge, invoke that pow'r—Re- 
venge | 
Cunt. Revenge dares ſtrike at Thrones, or ev'n 
at Altars; 
Rivers of blood mark out her purple way, 
And cities flame to give her triumph luſture. 
North. Then Overbury ſtudy fancied virtue, 
Fine ſpun philoſophy, romantic honour, 
Till fure revenge ruſh ſuddenly upon thee ; . 
Then flart, behold who ſtrikes—and ſo expire. 
Count, Put what the means ? 
North. Theſe unditeQed papers. 
Diſcloſe 'em to your lord as ſent to you, 
As am'rous ſuitors from his rival friend. 
The rage of lighted love, at preſent you's, 
Will then ſeem Overbury's. ſealouty, 
Tho' now it rerd your breaſt, ſhall rend no more, 
But be tranſplanted to your lord's, and your revenge 
Be his—this done I have a farther plot; 
Ere night this Overbury ſees the Tower. 
Count. But ſoft !—the Earl! 
Nerth. Then liſten to iny counſel. 
Firſt ſtir his temper with ſuch cautious art, 
That ere his judgment can exert its power, 
His blood take ferment from a warmth of paſſion; 
And when his fiery ſpirit flames with rage, | 


In 


ma hay 


Oo KEYS wo S919) ct 


— — 


urs, 


Iſa- 


12e 


& TEA 0 FP 15 


In its full heat, then ſtamp it with revenge. 


Let me retire, -Be artful and be proſp'rous. 
Exit. 


Enter Earl of Soner ſet. 
Sam. [muſing.) They ſay our thoughts diſtin» 


guiſh us from brutes : 
Would I could never think I then were happy. 
Reflection rivets woe upon the wretched. 
Thought teaches me to feel a triend's loft worth. 
When we have friends, to them we. truſt our 
grief. 
Our care lies lighten'd, and the mind is peace. 
To me that comfort's Jot—T have no friend 
A wife ! A friend ! Oh ! they include all joys, 
And love and friendſhip are ſo near allied, 
They ſhould like poeſy and muſic join, 
Each formed to grace the other—why in me, 
Why in my breaſt ſhould friendſhip jar with love? 
Count. His heart ſeems preſt with care. (afide} 
My zentle lord, | 
Why leave you thus the gaiety of friends ? 
Why has untocial grief uſurp'd your foul ? 
Som, I found myſelf diſorder'd and I leit you 
Oft am I thus—Leave me, I'll ſoon return. 
Count. Oh! my dear Lord, I am not ſoon de- 
N ceiv'd. 
Thoſe eare- bent brows ill ſuit a bridegroom's face. 
Are folded arms the geſtures of delight? 
Are theſe ſad ſighs the voice of inward joy? 
No, no, - Remember I am now your wife, 
"Tis mine to eaſe your cares and bring you comfort ; 
If you have ſorrows, I muſt claim my part: 
If you deny me this, you love me not. 
Som. Not love thee, ſay'ſt thou? Oh! thou ſoul 
of Somerſet! .. 
Could thoſe bright eyes diſcern my inmoſt thoughts, 
C 2 There 


— 
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There would you ſee, how your ſuſpicion wrongs 
me. 
Let me look nigh —Let me gaze here with wonder ! 
Where's ſriendſhip now? Why reaſon yields to 
beauty. 
What tho” the crimes of which her foes accuſe her, 
Glar'd broad as day-light on my ſtartied ſoul, 
Angels fit ſmiling on her ſoft'ning eyes, 
And lend an awe to ſweetneſs ; love reigns round 
her, | 
And when ſhe ſpeaks, comfort, like ſweeteſt muſic, 
Melts in her voice, and charms away my grief. 
Count. Oh! with what art you ſooth my fainting 
ſpirits !— 
And am I ſtill your dear, your much lov'd wife ? 
Why do J aſk? Thoſe eyes confeſs I am. 
Then tel] me, for ſhould you impart your cares, 
Why are you thus? 
Som, Oh! 
Count. Nay again you're cruel. 
I eueſs to whom 1 owe my loſs of power : 
You have a fiiend——A friend! weigh well that 
name; 
A wife becomes the trueſt tend'reſt friend; 
Link'd to her lord, in int'reſt as in love ; 
Partner of ev'ry care, and ev'ty joy, 
Thro? ev'ry various turn of life the ſame ; 
Ihe balm of comfort, ſource of all delight. 
Such once was marriage—But you have a friend ; 
A friend, whoſe tongue can tell you tales of ho- 
nour, | 
And bid you uſe a power, an early power, 
To t: iumph o'er a wife, while yet a bride ; 
Who has indeed her faults, but whoſe chief crime 
Is loving you—perhaps, with too much fondneſs, 
Som. What means my love? What friend? 
Count. Is there not one, 


Who ſtains my honour, and arraigns my love? 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe zeal of friendſhip has oppos'd our nuptials, 

And mad'ning now at oppoſition vain, : 

Rebukes your choice? Hence flows not your dif- 
quiet! | 

Lift up your eyes on mine To this, reply. 

Ah! they decline, your thoughts can find no utter- 

ance; 

And yet on filence ſpeaks—Come, come, my 

ord, 

I know your tutor chides your faulty conduct. 

Go then and make your peace. Be meekly penitent z 

Promiſe to err no more, and he forgives 
Som, Hear me, iwect tyrant, I beſeech thee to 

hear me! 

Thou ' rt dear to me as beauty is to love; 

Dear as enjoyment to deſire:—as dear 

As filial bleſſings to parental fondneſs, 

Or gen'cal weltare to heart-jelt benevolence. 

Count. And does my ſoe, who calls himſelf your 
fiiend, - 

In vain endeavour to ſubvert my hope? 

He does, and I forgive him Vet methinks 

is pity, one whe ſhines in various ſcience z 

In all the graces that embelliſh knowledge, 

That one, lo ſorm'd to charm, ſbauld hide a heart 

That merits infamy, contempt and bate. 

But I muſt tell you—yet 1 would not— 

Sam. Speak ä 

Count, | his Overbury, this lov'd man, i 
Som. What? | 

Count. | is a harſh word -A villain; 

T could forgive all heat; but his who aims 

To allenate your. heart from love like mine; 

Or could | pardon ſuch a wrong to me, 

What to my deareſt Lord was meant F could not: 
Sem. I prithe? do not turn me wild—explzia. 
Count. Why what if he deſign'd againſt my ho- 

nour f 
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Som. Againſt your honour - Madneſs!— Fury! 
—Death! 

Count. Suppoſe, to urge his paſſion againſt your's, 
He told me you were falſe, deſigning, jealous? 
Suppoſe he, when each art was tried in vain, 

Attempted force, and threaten'd me with ſlander ? 


Som. Force !—Slander! = Thou haſt warm'd me 


Think once more, 
He could not be ſo bale. 
Count. Were he as honeſt as he ſeems, he could 
not. 
Som. Ere yet my fury mounts into a blaze, 
Ere I upbraid him with deſigns like theſe, 
I charge thee tax not innocence with guilt ; 
For hou may'ſt open ſuch a ſcene of horror, 
"Twill ſhake thee to behold it—Have a care! 
© Dare you confirm it with an oath ? 
Count. Dare I? 
Som, © Nay, but weigh well what you preſume 


to ſwear ! 
« Oaths we of dreadful weight And if they're 
falſe, | — 
* Draw down damnation“— They who murder 
fame, 


Kill more than life-deſtroyers, 
Count. By my hopes, 
What I have ſaid —— 
Som. No more — ! muſt believe you; 
Believe you, ſaid I? what muſt I believe ? 
If you prove falſe ; if you traduce my friend, 
And wrong my faith, may forrow blaſt thy bloom! 
May conſcience riſe in all her dreadful triumph, 
Scare ev'ry ſenſe, and ſtrike thee with diſtraQton ! 
Yet ſure thou'ct true-— That ſoul wrapt round 
with charms ; 
That ſoul can wear no ſtain of barb'rous falſe- 
hood ?— 
What then muſt Overbury be Reflection 
Sickens 
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Sickens with doubt, and dies in dark conſufion. 
Give me ſome proof. | 
Count. The proof is here——Theſe letters 
Dark ſcrolls of love from Overbury's hand, 4 
Fill'd with her praiſe, whom now he baſely ſlan- 
ders, | | 
Note but the character Obſerve the ſtile 
Peruſe 
Sem, 1 know em well — The periods that ſo 
oft 
Once glow'd in ſeeming friendſhip, kindling here 
In am'rous paſſion This, in me, they cenſur'd ; 
Yet while they cenſur'd, rival'd,— well I know 
'em. | 
He's falſe, falſe, falſe. —Curſe on all treach'rous 
friends ! | 1 


Enter Earl of Northampton. 


North, Why 72 the bride and bridegroom thus 
retir'd 
Crowds of all ranks preſs in to join your pleaſures, ' 
And ev'ry inſtrument of muſic vies | 
To ſound ſweet notes and ſwell the hour of love. 

Som. Alas! my Lord ! ev'n harmony grows harſh 
Thought's out of tune, diſcord has ſtruck my ear, 
And my ſoul jars within me. 

North. What the caule ? 

Som. Tis a vile world, Northampton! 

North. This is but too apparent=—Who has 

| wrong'd you? 

Sem. The darkeſt of all villains—A falſe friend! 
But as I am a man, 1 will revenge it. 
Oh! what a change has my poor heart ſuſtain'd ? 
But a few moments ſince, this man's lov'd memory 
Sat ſoft as brooding halcyons on my ſoul ; 

Now my rouz'd rage 


Nerth 
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North, Nay, this is wild, my Lord. 
When anger ruſhes unreſtrain'd to action, 
Like a hot ſteed it ſtumbles in its haſte, | 
The man of thought wounds deepeſt, and ſtrikes 
ſafely ; | | 
Premeditation makes his vengeance ſure, 
And levels it directly to the mark. 
Som. I cannot, tho”a Courtier, kill with ſmiles ; 
My fury ſcorns to glow conceal'd in embegs ; ' 
No, it ſhall mount and ſpread in . 
If I muſt fall, why I was born to die, 
And fall as a man ſhould If I revenge me, 
T right my injur'd honour as I ought. 


North. This Overbury ?— 


Som. Said'ſt thou Overbury ? 

Now, by my ſoul, there's magic in the name, 

And my charm'd rage grows ftill as midnight ſi- 
lence. | 

Why would'ſt thou ſpeak it ?—Let me not Cwell 
upon him. 

Talk of falſe friendſhip, of abandon'd honour ; 

Of baſely-rival'd love Of force Of ſlander ; 

Of hate, revenge; of ruin, of diſtraction ;— 

But ſpare that name at which my fury melts ; 

Or guilc will {mile like (weet-ey'd innocence. 


Count. My Lord, be calm — Reflect how penal 
rigour 
Oft hardens him, whom pardon may reclaim, 
Tis nobler to forgive, than to revenge. 


Som. Do'ſt thou plead for him? he has hurt thy 
fame, 
Evn to my ear has hurt it—Gen'rous charmer, 
The more thou plead'ſt the cauſe of him who 
wrong d thee, 
The more ſhould thy wrong'd goodneſs be re- 
veng'd. 


Thou, 
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Thou, injur'd friendſhip, my griev'd ſoul inſpire, 
With awtul juſtice, with vindictive fire ! 
Let my revenge to match th' ungen'rous wrong, 
« Be ſwift as eagles, be as lions ſtrong ;" 
Aid me, ye light'nings, wiag'd with tate deſcend, 
And blaſt the worſt of foes, a faithleſs friend! 

[ Exeunt, 


End of the Second Ac. 
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Scene continues, 


Farl of Northampton and Sir Gervai Elvis. 


Northampton. 


Li me congratulate my faithful Elvis: 


The Tower-lieutenantcy will ſoon be your's, 
For Somerſet has ſaid it. 


Elv. My kind lord! 


North. Yet more to pleaſe you, if you love 
Northampton, 
The man I hate will ſoon be in my power. 


Ev. Is't poſlible ? 


North. The King comes here in private, 
And Overbury dear ſhall rue his coming. 


Elv. Can Somerſet forfake him? 


North. He deteſts him. 
Elu. Prodigious change! this news indeed ſur- 


rizes. 
And can he then believe his friend is falſe ? 


North, Friendſhip at firſt was to belief averſe ; | 
But when we touch'd the maſter-ſpring that mov d 
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Then wrath aroſe ere reaſon was on guard. 
Note, that credulity gains faſt on wrath; 

« If wrath reply to wrath 'tis outrage all-; 

« If gently treated, it inſults ſubmiſſion ; | 
« Deaf, as the adder, when perſuaſion pleads, 
« Tf it meet filence, ſilence more provokes ; 
Silence it deems the ſignal of contempt. 

« No violence can tame, no ſoftneſs ſtill it.” 
But if 'tis ſtifled, as I truſt it ſhall be, 

'Tis cool, deliberate, conducted malice, 

A deep, a ſecret, ſettled ſcheme of death. 


Elv. Muſt Overbury's death then crown this 
deed ? 


North. — muſt; for this commences now our 
plan: 
An embaſſy to Ruſſia is propos'd 
His policy will deem it decent exile; 
Exile it is) refuſal will be fate. 
Then of undutiful contempt accus'd, - 
The King will ſtraight commit him to your care. 


Elv. What will the people ſay ? 


Nerth. The courtly rank 
Will joy to ſee an envied fav'rite fall. 

The vulgar herd take rumour for their guide, 
Slow to examine, forward to believe, 
And to inſult the falling ever prone. 

Theſe to enflame [ have a hireling tribe, 
Whoſe venal pens will plead oppreſſion's cauſ-, 
And theſe (before retain'd, now ful: prepar'd) 
Shall, iſſuing from the preſs, proclaim him leagu'd 
With men, whoſe zeal is mark'd againſt the ſtate. 
Say—dare you be a friend ? 


Elu. I dare the worſt ! 


North, The Tow'r be your command, and he 
your charge. 
No more—be ſecret. 
Enter 
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Enter Earl of Somerſet. 


Sam. Good Sir Gervas Elvis, 
I greet you gladly with your new-giv'n honour, 
Which the King's pleaſure thus confirms by me. 

[ Delivers a Commiſſion. 

Ely. My lord, you bind me ever to your ſer- 

| vice. ä 

North, Elvis, be ready, and prepare a guard. 

Fes | [Exit Sir Geryas Ellis. 


Som, Oh! my Northampton ! 
North. Why that ſigh, my lord ? 


Som. I have been thinking when we loſe a friend, 
"Tis like an eye pluck'd from its bleeding orb; 
No more the other holds the joy of fight, 
But * "till it grows blind with an- 
guiſh. 
Nortb. Methinks your wrongs ſhould ſting you 
with reſentment. 


Sem. Aye, mention thoſe, and I relapſe to fury. 
My reſtleſs thoughts drive round like veering 
winds, 
And whitl into diſtraction!— Oh, forgive me; 
"Tis the laſt ſtruggle of expiring friendſhip, 


North. Shame on your ſoftneſs ! 


Som. Be not raſh to blame me? | 
The King's enflam'd, the embaſly propos'd, 
And Overbury ſummon'd to attend—— 
But Oh, Northampton ! treach'ry ſtartles me !— 
Why rather not accuſe him face to face, 
And with an open anger prove the charge? 


© North. His art would gain advantage o'er your 
ſſion.— 
Nay, I could tell you more. 


Som, 
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Som. Oh, give it all ! 
Nerth. His party whiſper that he rules the helm, 
Makes you a court-machine, a tool of ſtate, 
And turns and winds your actions at his will. 
You've lodg'd within his boſom mighty ſecrets ; 
And hence (they cry) you've made him dangerous; 
For he whoſe eaſy faith believes a friend, 
Makes him another ſelf, and tells him all, 
Inveſts the man he truſts with too much pow'r, 
And from a truſting friend becomes a ſlave. 
Som. And means he then to awe me with betraying 
The cloſe, the ſacred confidence of friendſhip? 
« Such, as when friendſhip into diſcord turns, 
« Ev'n hatred holds its honour to conceal r”? 
Come, ſhape me as you pleaſe !—anon we meet— 
Remorſe farewell Now wiles ſhall cope with wiles. 
(Exit Northampton. 
Som, (/olus ) My angry breaſt, like wounds that 
ache at air, 
Sore-ſhrinking at his lighteſt breath, will ſmart ; 
While he, unconſcious of my hate, has peace. 
Till ro the brim this cup of vengeance ſwell, 
Till then I ſuffer what I mean his doom, 
And feel, ſelf-puniſh'd, all the pangs he merits, 


Enter Sir Thomas Overbury, 


Over. I come obedient to your ſummons, Somerſet ! 

The force of friendſhip overſways my grief, 

And I mutt love you till. | 
Som. . Diſſembling villain! [ Afrde. 
Over. But if you {till propoſe the fair unknown, 

Know that affianc'd faith and conſtant paſſion 

Have made another miſtreſs of my heart. 

Som. Say rather, gallantry diſdains all ties, 

That it muſt rove, mult leap all mortal bounds, 

Seduce fair innocence—no matter whom! 

What tho' a father, agoniz'd, behold 
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The faireſt daughter of his hope abus'd, 


She weep her virtue, peace, and fame deſtroy'd : « 
What tho? ſome huſband, firſt an injur'd friend, « 
Then father of an offspring not his own, Fai 
Shall be mark d out by hootiag ſcorn for wrongs, Fai 
No time can heal, no penitence atone ? . S To 
Oder. Ah! this wretch? 
Som. I wander from the purpoſe. 

T have a meſſage from the King this morn, Ti 
That will, I doubt, ſurprize you— Tis his pleaſure, For 

That you prepare yourſelf, without delay, An 

For an immediate embaſſy for Ruſſia, r 
Over. The warning's ſudden ; + I fe 
Som. The deſign is deep : Acc 

Perhaps too, not propos'd by your beſt friends. Tf » 
Ov r. And why for Ruſlia?—An unnotic'd I 1 

© nation I w: 

„ Untrain'd to civilizing arts and grandeur ; 7 

„ Unform'd by martial diſcipline for terror; 1 

„% Unknown to naval pow'r—From us remote 1 My 

„What ſhould we aſk, or fear ?—Some petty com- 0 But 

„mee, | x p Ly 

« Such as, beneath the dignity of treaties, . 

„ Demands ſome low- born genius to tranſact.— vou 
To me tis exile Vet, my friend, your counſel. If I 
Som, It honelty's your guide, you cannot ſtray, And 
Ower, If to be bleſt and honeſt were the ſame, O 

I ſhould not be unhappy—But I ſee you! And. 

Northampton, and your wife (ſerpent and woman!) . Porn 

Have alienated from a friend your heart ; $9 

And your plain mind, unfaſhion'd for deceit, Ties 

Knows not to vell its frailty, I can 
Som. | Have a care! A we 
Over. What, threaten'd too? Ungrateful So- A th 

merſet ! ' VII tc 

Have I for this ſtill made your cares my own? Yet I 

For this too left a father's green retreats, Farev 


« Where filtal and parental love combin'd ; 
| *« Where 


* 
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« Where competence, pure joy, contented virtue, 
„Health, contemplation, all the muſes charm'd, 
« And learned leiſure was with wiſdom bleſs'd?” 
Farewell the ſplendid ſlavery of courts ; 
, Farewell the guile that wears the maſk of friendſhip, 
To that and Somerſet farewell for ever! 
Som. Then I muſt tell the King you'll not obey. 
Over. Tell him I'll ſerve him to my lateſt breath, 
Till the reward of loyalty be mine; 
For patriots ſtill muſt fall for ſtateſmens' ſafety, 
And periſh by the country they preſerve. 
Som. Tis dang'rous thus to tax the royal juſtice. 
I ſee you take raſh counſel from your paſſions ; 
Accule e'en me, and her I hold moſt dear 
If when you touch'd me in too weak a part, 
I hrunk, twas from quick ſenſe of aching pain. 
] was to blame—Excuſe it as a friend. 
Over. Confeſs you then, you were to blame ?— 
no more! 
My fit of rage, like inoffenſive light'ning, 
But flaſhes and is Joſt—— What, till uneaſy ! 
Som. Tis a hard ſtruggle to diſſemble thus 
[Aſade. 
You know I'm rais'd to fortune's topmoſt height 
If I grow giddy, I ſhall move away, 
. And roll at once to ruin, 
, Over. Let me guard you, 
And, to be near you, not accept this offer: 
) Porm ſome fair cauſe, and urge it as my anſwer. 
| Sem. I'll du't—Oh, Overbury ! my rack'd ſou! 
Ties up my tongue cannot ſpeak to thee— 
I cannot ſay how much I love, I fear thee— 
A war of paſſions rages in my boſom, 
So- A thouſand wild emotions ſhake my frame. 
Vil to the King—No, friendſhip root me here! 
Yet I muſt hence—love ſummons me—hark ! hark! 
Farewell, and think of Somerſet no more ! 
[Exit wildly. 
D 2 Over. 
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Ower. (folus.) This meſſage from the king bears 
ſome defign, 
But I'm more touch'd with Somerſet's diſorder. 
What can this mean ? Come, be it as it may ! 
The polar ſtar ſhall be no longer fix'd, 
But turn deluſive to the ſailor's eye, 
Sooner than Somerſet prove falſe to me. 


Enter the Counteſs of Somerſet. 


Coun. Now, now ſupport me pride, or I am loſt ! 
Over. She here? 
Coun, Why ſtart you, calm, inſulting man ? 
Is love a crime too great to be forgiv'n? 
But thy cold ſoul admits no warmth of paſſion: 
J, like the ſun, darted too fierce a blaze! 
Yet thy chill wiſhes 
Dawn'd ſome ſick hope, when Iſabella's eyes, 
Like a — moon, gleam'd ſome faint beams upon 
thee. 
Over. How ! knows ſhe that? (afide) when ho- 
nour lights up love, ; 
Th' illumin'd foul burns lambent with a flame, 
Pure as the hallow'd altars—ſuch my hope 
Such were the wiſhes moy'd by Iſabella. 
Coun, How I diſdain thee!—Yes, I ſcorn thee 
hate thee [neſs, 
Thou who could'it ſtoop to expoſe a woman's weak- 
To taint her fame, and blaft her to the world. 
Over. You wrong me—I was ſecret—If your fame 
Has drawn unhappy ſtains, am I the cauſe ? 
Was it not that divorce which— 


Coun, Peace, upbraider ! 
Over. I not upbraid your love, but your wild paſſi» 
ons, ties, 


Which would, like envious ſhades, eclipſe thoſe beau- 
That elſe, with juſtice, ſure had charm'd mankind— 
On! that my words were with atttaction arm'd, 


Till 


„0 1-2 ny” 


Till from a conſcious breaſt and conſcious eye, 
This flood of frailty roſe exhal'd in ſighs, 
And flow'd away in ſtreams of ſoft repentance! 
Coun. Where are my letters? Thou detain'ſt them 
oorl | 
As trophies o thy triumph o'er my weakneſs 
As evidence of thy pretended virtue, | 
And my imputed guilt.— 
Over. Injurious woman ! 
Hear then, and mark how much you wrong me ! 
Mov'd by a conſcious hope to eaſe your fears, 
Prompted by hondur, *twas my fixt reſolve 
To give them up—now they are your's again. 
[Delivering them, 
9 Is't poſſible ?—Too generous, cruel Over- 
ury ! 
Love wa my breaſt anew, and wakens pity. 
Can I on thy fond letters build thy ruin, 
When mine had blaſted me, had'ſt thou withheld 


them ? 
Over. I underſtand you not. 
Coun, But thought's too late. 


I am embark'd— the waves of fate ſurround me, 
And if I make not on, I'm ſunk for ever. 
Over. What means this ſtrange diſorder ? 


Coun, Madneſs—phrenzy ! 
Let me not ſtay! Oh! wretch! death hovers o'er 
thee; 


He graſps a dart, and in pale fury ſhakes it 
High o'er thy head !—— Now, now it falls to ſtrike 
thee ! 
Hold, hold thy hand ! I fly to ward the blow. | 
[Exit Counteſs of Somerſet. 
Over. (ſolus.) Or I'm enſnar'd or madneſs ſeiz'd 
the Counteſs 5 
But arm'd by virtue, what have I to fear? 
A deeper care than grandeur, wealth, or pomp, 
Than fame, or fate, _ heavy on my heart. 


3 My 
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My ſoul's beſt hope !—Creation's faireſt pride! 
The life of life Her all the live- long day, 
And her in nightly dreams I ceaſeleſs mourn ; 


© Gone, gone, in abſence loſt—Perhaps for ever. 


[ Retires. 
Enter Iſabella and Cleora. 


Iſa. Cleora, no—let Somerſet propoſe 
Threat or intreat in Overbury's cauſe ; 
Let this fam'd Overbury's happier muſe 
« Melodious ſteal upon the liſt'ning paſſions ; 
« Add eloquence of ſpeech, and truth of heart, 
60 Lv" nature—— Theſe are Belmour's— 
cc A 


„% Accumulated wealth and Idol-honours—— 


« But how inferior theſe to humble fortune 
« By virtue aggrandiz'd—to love and Belmour ?” 
Know that intreaties, menaces, perſuaſions, 
Combin'd allurements all are vain to me. 
Cleora. If right I learn 
This Overbury has, like you, refus'd 
What Somerſet has urg'd A fair there is, 
Whom wand'ring far and wide, he long has ſought ; 
Mutual their love, but fruitleſs is his ſearch. 
Ha. —_ Heay'n propitious then befriend his 
Oope ; 
His honeſt hope, his ever conſtant worth! 
Oh! Belmour, Belmour ! whatſoe'er thy fate, 
If in ſome flow'ry ſylvan ſcene you dwell, 
With letter'd ſolitude and virtuous peace, 
Or pine with hapleſs love, or hopeleſs rove 
In ſearch of her, who of thy fight deſpairs, 
I fill am thine——* Or, if thy mighty grief 
Has driv'n thee, as, alas! mine hurries me, 
* Thro' darkſome death, to life that ſhines for 
« ever; | 
There with all native excellence from earth, 
«(Al 
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Led me to veil my name to try thy love. 
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« (All now enlarg'd, exalted and refined) 
There, if aught mortal can deſerve thy care, 
« Hear me, illuſtrious ſhade, devoted vow 
« Pure, conſtant flame, to honour, love, and thee.” 
— O Belmour ! Belmour ! 

Ower. Heav'n ! what means that name! 
Inchantment rivets me! 

Cleora, Madam, Sir Thomas Overbury. 

Iſa. Ha ! 


[Overbury comes forward, 


J am betray'd Hence let us fly, Cleora ! 
Over. My Ifabella, ſtay! 
Iſa, That well known voice— 
Ower. My charmer ! 
Iſa. And that face 
My prayer is heard 
Over. Tiis ſhe ! 'tis ſhe, indeed 


Oh! happy Overbury ! Happy Belmour ! 
We. * — Heav'n then will'd ſome miſſionary 
ange 
« To take this ſhape? To viſit thus in love ? 
„Ah no !—My thoughts run raptur'd round and 
round, | 
And form this dear illuſion, which may vaniſh, 
And in new abſence leave me worſe diſtraction. 
Then, Iſabella, truſt it not! [ Going. 
Over. Vet ſtay! 
lt is the voice of love—Thy Belmour calls 
Conjutes thee On his knees conjures—She turns! 
„ She meets Oh! take me to thy heav'nly boſom ! 
„ Hete die our ſorrows !. Here revive our joys !” 
Iſa. And is it poſſible? ——lt is my Belmour ! 
Myriads of tender thoughts crowd faſt for ut'rance ; 
Myriads of doubs at once to be reſolved /! 
Say, Belmour ; why that borrow'd name—and— 
Over. Pardon the only fiction love has us'd. 
Truant from Iſis' banks, my boyiſh fears 
Join'd to a wildneſs, a romance of paſſion 


Time 
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Time ſhall explain it all. But ſay, wer't thou 


The fair ſo oft propos'd, ſo oft refus'd ?— A 
La. Mutual our wiſhes, mutual our denial, F 
And mutual conſtancy may find reward. T 
Over, Let my ſoul bleſs the muſick of thoſe 
words! | 
« My heart beats rapt'rous at the ſoft'ning ſound l- T 
& I feaſt my famiſh'd eyes upon thy ſmiles, 1 
« T touch thee and am loſt in extacy ! 
« Here in ſoft ſighs I'll pour my pleaſures forth, 8 
Ganxe till I een grow giddy with delight.“ # 
Now Heav'n thou art too kind !—1 have a father, 
Who longs to bleſs our love—l have a friend 2 
But let us glad my Somerſet! Where is he? 
Hlaſte we to him! 
Enter Sir Gervas Elvis, and a guard, Pe 
Elvis, Sir Thomas Overbury, Ye 
I fear I bring you an unwelcome meſſage. | T 
"Tis the King's pleaſure that you ſtand confin'd W 
Cloſe in the Tow'r a pris'ner to the ſtate. | Af 
Over. The ftate—The Tower—A pris'ner ?— Ne 
Wherefore this ? Th 
Where is the Earl of Somerſet ? Ar 
Elvis, I know not. Bu 
Over. May I not ſee my friend ? Mt 
Elvis. J dare not grant it. Ye 
Over, No—That's hard indeed—But ah ! my love! 
Why is that cheek inanimately pale? ; 
Why ſtops th' enliv'ning muſick of that tongue ? 
Why motionleſs thoſe eyes ?— Thoſe fair chaite orbs 
Of light, of love, of beauty, life and joy ?— 4 
Add not to what I feel, the worſt deſpair : 


Oh! chear me with one glance; tho' dimm'd by 

tears, . 
Tho' ſad with ſighs, yet bleſs me with thy voice, 
And eaſe my pain! 


Jſa. 
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1 Is this our promis'd joy? 
And art thou as by miracle reſtor'd 
From long—long abſence, to be ſnatch'd at once 
Thus in an envious cloud for ever from me? 
Over. What'can my love's kind thought divine of 
ill, 
That merits this ſweet ſadneſs ?—Safe in virtue. 
] have no fears, but tender fears for thee. 

Iſa. Yet do I view thee with ſuch dangers round, 
„That now thy fight more painful is than abſence, 
Vet ſure new abſence would to both be fate. 

Over. Teach me ſome art, but to aſſwage thy 

ſorrows, | 
« And mine, believe me, mine are griefs to ſmile at.” 
Iſa. Ah! whither—whither go you ?—To the 
Tower ? 
Perhaps to death 

Over. What's death, but leaving thee? 
Yet we ſhall meet again—Perhaps ſhall ſmile : 

Till then, farewell. Weep not, my fair, for me, 

Weep for the guilty—Why ſhould we lament 

Affliction born of errors nat our own ? 

No—Patience, ſpight of all malignant foes, 

Turns undeſerved woe to virtuous pleaſure, 

And thus retorts the pang on thoſe who cauſe it. 

But nature will have way. The ſtorm that bears 

Me thus from thee, bears me from more than life, 

Vet ſhall my gaze purſue thee to the laſt | 

Thus _ high ſeas, ſwell foaming o'er the 
coaſt, 

The wretch who treads the dang'rous beach is loſt; 

Plung'd in his fate, like me, he ſtrives to riſe, 

And views the ſwallow'd land with wiſhful eyes ; 

But as his arms extend to reach the ſhore, 


The waves o'erwhelm him, and he's ſeen no more. 
| [ Exeunt omnes. 


End of the THIRD ACT. 
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. 
SCENE, The Tower. 
Earl of Northampton, and Sip Geryas Elvis. 


Northampton. 


E LVIS, be ſwift, for Somerſet's unſettled ; 
The Counteſs too, who lately urg'd his death, 
Melts in a fit of ſoftneſs from her purpoſe: 
Then let the ſtream of ruin rapid roll, 
To bear him down the tide ; for if it turn, 
"Twill overwhelm us all, 
Elvis. | Your will's our law: 
Tis your's to ſpeak ; be't our's to execute. 
North, Tis well. | 
Weſton and Franklin 
Elvis. They are both reſolv'd, 
North, _ they the wine the Counteſs has pre- 
at' 
Elvis. Ves; as a preſent from her Lord, his 
friend. 7 
North, Then he who late by royal favour ſhone, 
That favour veil'd, ſhall ſtraight be dark again. 
Elvis. But ſee, my lord, where Iſabella comes, 
To viſit in the Tow'r her 'priſon'd lover! 
Worth. By Heav'n, 'tis well, ſhe more than meets 
my wiſh ; 
Now let our followers ſeize her, ere ſhe goes, 
And force her where her ſtruggles, tears, and cries, 
Shall but proclaim the fullneſs of my triumph, 
And fate at once, my vengeance and my love. 
| [ Exeunt. 


* 
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\ Enter Iſabella. 


Iſa. Why ſtays Cleora—while within theſe walls 

Alone I wander ?—ls not this the Tower? 

The Tower, where Henry, Clarence, Edward's chil- 
dren, | 

Fell by the hands of murder, not of law ? 

Such ſecret death, my gallant Overbury, 

May prove thy fate.— Good Heaven guard they vir- 
tue. 8 


(To her) Cleora. 


Cleora, welcome ! do'ſt thou bring me peace ? 
Where is Lord Somerſet ? 
Cleora. Within theſe walls. 
Iſa. Has he obtain'd my Overbury's freedom ? 
Cleora. Ah! how are you deceiv'd ? — Obtain'd 
his freedom ? 
— Tis he whoſe pow'r confines. 
I/a. Then farewell hope ! 
Can noble Somerſet betray his friend ? 
Cleora. The Counteſs, aided by Northampton's 
arts, 
Wrought her fond lord to this; but, now diſtracted, 
Stung with her guilt, no place can give her eaſe. 
Wild, 'twixt the Tallies of remorſe and love, 
Her whole ſoul ruſh'd to her unguarded pen, 
And here laid bare her guilt—Then truſted ie 
To one, whoſe meritorious treach'ry 
Betray'd the ſcroll to me.— 
{Gives a letter. 
La. Tis pious treach'ry : 
Secreſy here were treaſon to mankind; 
To Overbuty!— How my heart beats at it! 
| [ Looks at the letter. 
Cleora. 


: 
ö 
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Cleora. Thoſe letters, which you deem'd miſlaid 
or loſt, 
Stol'n by Northampton, there ſhe owns applied 
In wiles that have ſeduc'd her eaſy lord: : 
She owns a former unaccepted flame ; 
Propoſes, urges Overbury's flight, 
Secks to partake the flight, which well ſhe plans, 
And terms paſt hatred wild exceſs of love. 
Iſa. What love? —of whom ?---Not Overbury ? 
Cleora. Him. 
Nay more, the guards are by her agents brib'd ; 
Your name is us'd to favour the deceit, 


That, ſhould ought fail, her's may be ſtill ſecure, 


But read. — | 
Iſa. (Reads) To venture on this plann'd eſcape, 
* She in the ſilent, ſable noon of night, - 
* Would meet, and then'—Enough, enough, my 
friend ! 
Fate with this clue unravels all her falſehood, 
And it ſhe comes—But tee, Lord Somerſet ! 
[Exit Cleora. 


Enter Earl of Somerſet. 


Som. Why viſit I the Tower ?—Yet J muſt ſee 
him ! 
But to upbraid him here, is to inſult, 
Baſe as he is, I would not (ſeeing Iſabella) 
Art thou here? 

Why, Ifabella, why that mournful brow ? 
Why do thoſe eyes, that ſparkled gladneſs round em, 
Loſe their fair luſtre now, and look ſo languid ? 

Iſa. Can I forget, my Lord, that fatal day, 


When my dear father's trembling hand preſs'd yours? 


His dying eyes, wet with paternal tears, 

While agonizing ſweats bedew'd his face, | 

To you, my Lord, he raid his falt ring voice: | 
And 
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And gave me to your care—kind was the thought, 
And pleasd he bade farewell, and breath'd his laſt. 
Som. Have 1 not us'd thee with the tend'reſt care, 
And chear'd thy virtue with the ſmiles of fortune? 
Then wherefore this ?—In me repoſe thy grief. 
Iſa. Should Overbury— | 
Som. Well, I guefs thy meaning. 
When laſt we parted, twas on terms unkind. 
] prefs'd.(nngen'rous as I was) a choice 
Not thine—may heav'n, thy father's ſhade and thou 
Forgive - pteſs'd one —Oh, be he never thine ! 
Unworthy of my friendſhip and thy love. | 
Iſa. Oh, my good lord, you've been a father to 
me, | 
And gratitude ealls forth theſe fighs and tears. 
Som. To fee thee thus, excites my grief and 
wonder. | 
Did't-thou not, kneeling, yeſter'morn, beſeech me 
No more to hurt thy ear with hateful nuptials? 
[/a. If Overbury wrong'd— 
Som. He, traitor, wrong'd !— 
La. = think how dear this man was to your 
foul! 
Why have you caſt him thus unkindly from you ? 
Som. Nay, let me queſtion thee : why does this 
man 
(His name ſo late offenſive to yout ear) 
Now lord it o'er your heart? Have then his arts 
(For he has arts, deluſive arts) Have they 
Already ſtole on your unguarded ſoftneſs ? | 
Know then—hts faith has long been pre-engag'd ; 
He own'd it, to evade thy love propos'd, | 
Falſe to his miftreſs and his friend—Oh, villain! 
His very name gfates on my ear— Farewell! 
Going. 
Iſa. Vet ſtay low on my knees I beg your ſtay ! 
For your own fake but hear me - you're betray d * 
'Tis Soperſet now wrongs his Overbury. 
E By 
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By friendſhip join'd, you comforted each other ; 
Joy crown'd your days, your minds were then ſerene, 
Your thoughts had harmony, and your ſouls were 
bleſt. | 
Som. Fool that I was, I dreamt ſo.— 
I/a. Ah! reflect! 
Oh, ſhut not thus your heart againſt your friend, 
And open your dear breaſt to vile Northampton 
Som. we friend Northampton ! why aſperſe him 
thus? 
Iſa. He who aſſails an orphan's innocence, | 
Is ſure unworthy of her guardian's friendſhip, 
Som. And could Northampton that ?— 
I/a. My bluſhes ſpeak it, 
Yet more, your virtue wanders in the dark. 
The Counteſs 
Som. Who I charge thee name not her! 
Should but a word, a word impeach her honour, 
'T would urge me ſo, I might forget my nature. 
Iſa. I fear 'tis almoſt death to undeceive you, 
But, in the cauſe of honour, I am arm'd 
To meet all dangers boldly, —Be prepar'd, 
For I muſt wound you with ſuch piercing accents, 
That your Wi heart, I know, will blezd with an- 
guiſh. 


\ 


Som. Suſpenſe is the worſt rack; ſpeak all thou 


know ſt. 
Iſa. Read this—twill ſpeak all for me. 
(Gives the letter. 
Som. 'Tis her hand 
Addteſs'd to Overbury ? Hell !—confuſion ! 
Some devil ſure has rais'd this miſt of error ! 
My eyes belye her—hold—let me peruſe— 
*Tis all black forgery—away, away! 
Falſe Iſabella! 
Iſa. Who is falſe, my lord? 
Som. Thou, thou art falſe—l prithee own thou 


art— 
Rather 
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Rather than kill me with a cruel truth, 
Flatter my hope, that will be kind deceit. 

Iſa. Night is already round us, and, ere long, 
The Counteſs will arrive, and clear all doubts. 
In yander darken'd room expect her coming; 
That was the appointed place—th' appointed hour 
Will ſoon be here—and then who's falſe, determine. 

Som. If thou art fo, fly where I nc'er may fee 

thee ! 
If thou art true, I am a wretch indeed. 
| [Exaunt. 


Enter Counteſs of Somerſet. 


Coun, Oh, my torn boſom ! — whither am I 

going ? 

] go t' atone my Overbury's wrongs, 

o meet my love— my love ?—what's then my 
huſband ? 

So kind, ſo wrong'd a huſband ?—Hold my brain ! 

Fain wou'd I think—but all good thoughts forſake 
me, 

Varying: concluſions torture every nerve : 

love ! I rage! hate, fear, and love by turns! 

Yet I muſt ſee him; and the cruel wrongs, 

W hich hate once meant him, love ſhall now atone. 

—Hark [—ſure een walls grow conſcious of my 
crimes. 

What ſudden diſtant whiſpers damp my ſoul ! 

Eah ſtep, methinks I hear my huſband's voice; 
The night now broodirig o'er her gloomy ſhades, 
Qwns not a ſpectre half ſo foul as I am. "488 

| Exit. 
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Earl of Northampton, Sir Gervas Elvis, 
+ 


North, Eſcaping, ſay'ſt thou? 

Elvis. "Tis their ſettled purpoſe. 

But now a truſted yeoman of the guard 

Betray'd their whole deſign of preſent flight, 

Yon daiken'd chamber is their feat of council, 
North. The darkneſs beſt befits my love and ven- 


geance. 
Elvis. What means my lord? 
Nerth. The poiſon not adminiſter'd. 


Leſt the repenting Counteſs ſhould recall it, 
My ſword ſhall end him. Be his death imputed 
To forcing his eſcape — Thus much for veng-ance ! 
For Iſabella, let us but ſecure 
Each avenue that leads to her return ; 
Thea love ſhall ſeize her and complete my joys, 
| [Exeunt, 


Earl of Somerſet. 


Som. I am abus'd, indeed Why do I live? 
Wich what an eagerneſs ſhe hung upon me, 
Call'd me her Overbury, own'd her guile, 
When, choak'd with ſilent rage, I burſt away? 
Let me turn wild, or tear out iny fond heart, 
That could be thus far wrong'd, and not diſcern it. 
O! thou falie woman! O] my iyjur'd friend! 
Mad, raſh, deluded Somerſet !- 


Enter Earl of Northampton (with his ſword 


drawn,) 


. 'Tis well! 
The paſſage is ſecur'd—Now for yon chamber 
| | Hark! 


* 
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Hark !—he approaches—what already fallied ! 
Now, Overbury, die! 
Som, Villain !—Northampton ? 
North. Save me, ſome Angel, from this ſtrange 
illufion ! 
Som. . View my eyes well, do they not flaſh with 
ury, 
And tell thee, that 'tis Somerſet thou look'ſt on? 
North. Northampton was not born to look with 
fear, 
Tho' death blaz'd furious in the eyes of Somerſet— 
Yet, as a friend— n 
Som. A friend thou ſycophant ! 
Would'ſt thou again betray me to thy friendſhip ?.: 
To work the fall of faithful Overbury, 
And ruin, with more eaſe, my Iſabella ? 
North, No more—I can no, longer. brook this 
railing ; 
Whate'er Northampton acts, he dares to anſwer, 
Let this defend it all ! | 
Som. ; For this I thank thee. 
[They fight, Northampton is diſarm'd; 


Why liv'ft thou in the pow'r of Somerſet ? 


I wiſh thee dead, but would not kill thee baſely. 
Give me the chance once more— 


North. No, take my life, 
"Tis now not worth defence; | | 
Som. Not worth deſtroying—- 


Live then—but hold, with life, the villain's lot, 
Life worſe than death.—From this tremendous hour, 
No reconciling penitence to Heav'n, 
To man, or to thyſelf, be thine! 
Live, and repent—yet be as curſt as Jam! 
Nay, deeper—deeper«{till; to ſting thy pride, 
Hold life from him, who gives it to inſult thee. 
North, Is this the language? 
Som. Yes, of juſt diſdain..— 
Go, ſave me from the pain thy preſence'gives me. 
| Lf E.3 North; 


a 
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North. J go, proud lord—but go to wreak revenge 
| [Apde, 
[Exit Northampton. | 


Enter the Counteſs of Somerſet, 


Som, Now, whither ſhall I wander? | 
Going, meets the Counteſ; of Somerſet, 
Death! confuſion. * 

Coun. I heard, or I'm deceiv'd; a claſh of weap- 

| Ons, — ther. 
But ah !—Yon light ſhews a drawa ſword, bent hi- 
Som. Ay, tremble at it—'Tis the ſword of juſtice. 
Coun. Sure, I am not betray'd—-"Tis * 
[4 
What means my lord ?——Methinks your words 
ſound angry, 

You know me not, 

Som, Oh! yes, too well I know thee ! 
Know'ſt thou this letter ?—Ha! why ftart? why 

tremble? 

Coun. Then I am loft, indeed. 

Som. Ungrateful traitreſs [ 

Coun, You will not kill me ? 

Som, Ha ! not kill thee, ſay'ſt thou? 
Had'it thou as many liyes as thou haſt crimes, 
M y fury would reach all Wrong d love and friend- 


ip, 
With double cry, demand thy death in ene. 
Coun. Oh! do but hear me! 
Som. Not one Syren word. 
_ Oh! by th' endearing ſoftneſs of that bo- 
om, 
Look but ou her you loy'd ſo much lately! 
See how ſhe pants for life, and begs for —4 
Let me die ſlow, ſome ling' ring death of ſorrows 
But ſend me not to the eternal bar 


Wuh all my crimes, my recent crimes about ane” 
om. 


de 


on. 
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Som. Weep, crocodile, weep on, thy tears become 
thee. [me fk 
Think what I feel, and think how thon haſt wrong'd 
Yes—Thou muſt ſuffer, tho' my heart-ſtrings crack. 
Coun, Yet, but a moment, hear me! 
Som. I'll not hear thee 
Be dumb for ever, for whene'er you ſpeak, 
You bring a baſe infection o'er my anger, 
And I, at once, grow ſick with pity——Off! 
Why cling'ſt thou to me thus ? | 
Coun. Oh ſpurn me! drag me ! 
My tender limbs ſhall grafp thee to the laſt, 5 
And ev'n my dying groans plead ſoft for pardon, _ 
Som. Wherefore, juſt Heav'n, has guilt fuck 
pow'r to charm ? | 
Or why have I ſuch weakneſs to be charm'd? 
Oh! riſe, and turn thoſe pleading eyes away! 
Spite of my wrongs—of thy unnat'ral treach'ry, 
] cannot fee thee bleed—Palſe, lovely trait'refs! 
Get hence, leſt Irelapfe !-—ungrateful go! | 
Fly from my rage !—far hence, on ſome lone iſle, 
Safe in thy frauds, and pleas'd with ruin, ſmile ! 
But ſhun the man—who muſt thy fall deplore— - 
And neyer—never, will behold thee more. 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 


End of the FOURTH ACT. 
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1 V. 
8 CE N E continues. 


Earl ef Somerſet. 


0 = 


Somer ſet. 


How have I wander'd through a maze of er- 
rors, 

And labour'd for deſtruction !——Of mankind 

I had but one true friend, and him the moſt 

Of all mankind have wrong'd—reproachful thought! 

O peace of mind, thou conſcious child of virtue ! 

How bitter without thee, the feaſt of pomp ! 

With thee ! how ſweet the homely bread of toil! 

Patience is thine, to footh the woes of life, 

And hope to ſmile amidſt the pangs of death. 

O peace once mine !—W here ſhall I find thee now? 


Enter Iſabella. 


Som, If thou abhorr'ſt all treach'ry, come not 
near me, f 
Let me not hear thee ſpeak, leſt I betray thee ; 
But fly me as a deſprate, dang'rous, villain, 
Iſa. My lord, I come to reconcile your ſoul. 
To the ſoft joys of peace. 
Som, Talk not of peace, tis gone ! 'tis fled with 
honour ! 
Honour once loſt, can never be retriev'd 
Then farewell peace for ever I- now tis guilt ! 1 
1% 
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'Tis grief l. tis ſhame ! confuſion l infamy ! 
'Tis hope no more ! *tis infinite deſpair ! 
'Tis the reward of perhdy like mine. 

I/a. Your friend yet knows not how you were 


miſled, 

Som. But there's a ſenſe of ſhame that knows it all; 
The heſitating tongue, the redd'ning cheek, 

The guilt- dejected eye Theſe, theſe will ſpeak it. 

Say, Somerſet, then whither would'ſt thou fly ? 

Nay whither can'ſt thou ?—To the throne ? Thou 
can'ſt not. 

There ſits a Prince, who truſted, was abus'd, 

And ſhap'd the property of thy low malice. 

To thy own roof ?—Never !— That held a wife, 

The dear curſt cauſe of all thy guilt and ſorrow !— 

Or onward here ?—No ! here's an injur'd friend, 

One, who muſt ſcorn thee when he knows thy 
treach'ry— 

Nor dar'ft thou murmur—Scern is due to guilt, 

Iſa. Fly to the throne, there juſtify your friend! 
That gives him liberty, that clears his honour, 
Reſtores his Sov'reign's ſmile, the world's eſteem.— 
To Overbury next—unboſom all! 

He will diicern, will pity, will forgive. 

Your wife, Northampton, and their new Lieutenant, 

Now, (vile deſigners) fir in dark cabal, 

Waft buſy whilpers, drop ambiguous words, 

Make hinting ſigns ſupply their ſilent tengues, 

And point their will to ruihan-viſag'd ſlaves, 

Som. Monſtrous! oh! monftrous!—Why ſpar'd I 

Northampton ? 

Why kill'd not her ?—O fooliſh, fooliſh mercy ! 

I might have known, © (good-nature knows too 
late I)“ | 

No grace can win upon ungrateful minds. 

I might have known their life was death to him. 


Death, ſaid I? But thou weep't-Be mute, my 
tongue, | = 


_ —— - 


_ 
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Be not that angel's tear, good heav'ns proghhetic ! 
No—Thou haſt rous'd me to prevent— 

Iſa. Be ſwift! / 

Som. I will—But ſeek thou firſt the King. 
Thy Grandſire's ſuff rings in the royal cauſe, 
Will gain his ear to liſten to thy pleadings. 

Iſa. I go——but you | 

Som. I will not loiter here. 

My mind compos'd, what my tongue dares not utter, 
Inſtant my pen ſhall to my Prince reveal ; 

Yes, it ſhall clear my friead and charge myſelf — 
And more—Yet more—But fly and fave my friend! 

Ja. Oh! may kind Heay'n proſper our endea- 

vours, 


And all be peace again, | [Exeunt. 


SCENE with a dark chamber. 
Northampton, alone. 
Enter Elvis from the dark chamber. 


North, What news, Elvis ? 
Elvis. wo deed is done; a deed now paſt re- 
call! 
North, Then I'm reveng'd—But till 1 fear the 
Counteſs, | 
A woman's ſoftneſs hangs about her ſtill ; 
Like three wild ſtreams that ruſh againſt each other, 
Vengeance, remorſe, and love divide her ſoul. 
Elvis. Her phrenzy may prove dangerous 
North. It may. 
Our lives are ſet upon this ſingle caſt. 
Retire we then awhile, and watch th' event. 
[Exit Elvis. 
Come what come may, I'm arm'd for either for- 
tune, 


Les, 
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Yes, haughty Somerſet, I'm well aveng'd ; 
My ſullen genius towers with ſcorn above thee, 
And ſmiles at diſappointment. Exit. 


Enter Sir Thomas Overbury. 


Over. = oa ſome angel prompts my ſoul to 
muſe, | 
On * death— Here let me pauſe— What's 
life 
Tis cradled, ideot, childhood, hoyiſh folly ; 


"Tis headſtrong youth, now riſing into manhood, : 


Now tunk in luxury; now raſhly ſoaring, 


Then falling by ambition fool'd ; ſtay'd years, 

With wrinkling care, with knowledge drawn from 
ſorrow. # 

Next 'tis old age, firſt narratively idle, | 

Then helpleſs, fretful, void of health and thought ; 

A burden to itlelf, to friends a grief. 

Come life or death ! be that as heav'n ordains. 

What's this clay tabernacle ?—Tis th' abode 

„Of perils, maladies, and fev'riſh paſſions ; 

* Low-thoughted cares; contaminating wiſhes z 

* Inſatiate appetites ; repented pleaſures; 

Various calamity, that multiplies 

* 'Thro' life, and never but with life can end. 

« If this the moral, trace the nat'ral world. 
What ſees enquiring ſcience there? —effects, 
Not cauſes—blaſting, baffled knowledge. 

O pure religion, ſet before mine eye, 

* That juſt, all-ruling, wiſe, eternal mind; 
Fountain of lite, of lights, of all perfection; 

O pure religion lend the ray, that points me 

« What to avoid or ſeek ; to bear or combat; 
„When to relent, and when to perſevere ; 
* How to draw good from ill—This thou inſpireſt ; 
All other ſcience dazzles, not enlightens.” 
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Enter Earl of | Somerſet, 


Som. With manly thought, collected ia himſelf, 
Lo where he ſtands !—Perhaps he thinks 
On treachery and me—where ſhall I turn? 
Where honour urges on, guilt fears to tread, 
And each alternate rules Can guilt face virtue ? 
No “et me fly to ruin, Tuſh on fate ! 
Let me die ſtraight a victim to my foes, 
But never let me fee the friend I've wrong'd. 
Over. Tis well, my Lord, you do not till for- 


get me; 


But had my Somerfet been thus confin'd, 
Had I thus learn'd to ſhun him? 


Som. Oh, my friend, 


I'm not the Somerſet that once you knew, 


Fm alter'd much of late.— 
Ower. Thou haſt a wife.— 
Som. That was the fatal rock we both have ſplit 
on; 
You, like a ſkilful mariner, diſcern'd it; 
Bur I, bewirch'd by the curs'd Syren's voice, 
Sail'd on, regardleſs, till we ſtruck on ruin. 
Over. Do'ſt thou repent it then? ; 
Som. Repent it, ſaid you? 
I muſt a tale unfold—no—ſpare my tongue, I dare 
not.— 
Confiding friendſhip turns me into dread, 
Unmanly dread ! In you, alas ! twill change 
To wrath, rebuke, to diſtance, to diſtruſt ; 
To hare, revenge, or worſe—to juſt contempt. 
Over, What phrenzy, baneful to all boſom quiet, 
What demgn, foe to friendſhip, dictates this? 
Why doſt thou grieve ?—what, ſilent ?—ls this kind? 
Am I unworthy of thy truſt ?—Yet ſilent ? 


Som. 
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Som. Thou: doſt not know how baſe- thy friend 
has been. 


No more from guilty ſilenoe gueſs the reſt: 


Over. Down, down ſuſpicion, alien to my nature, 


- Leſt I diſtruſt mankind, and grow ſick of being 


No—I will ſtill believe thee true. 
Som. My wiſe—my wife — 
Oh that fair devil has enſnar'd my ſoul, 
And ftain'd/it o'er with falſhood. | 
Over. Fal with falſhood? 
Som; f: was drawn to judge your friendſhip 
e: . 14 
My faithleſs wife—(ah ! faithleſs found too late!) 
Wrought = to think, when you:oppos'd our nup- 
tials, 
It was the rival, not the friend, oppos d. 
Oh, that I could recall a few paſt hours! 
With o_—_ fled virtue, peace !— Wrought by my 
wife, 
And curſt Northampton, I contriv'd thy ruin: 
I have accus'd thee to the King - the reſt—— 
But rage faſt riſing ſeems to choak thy ſpeech— 
Thy breaſt thy cheek ſwift catches flame thy 


Avert theſe eyes that flaſh indignant on me ! 

Tho' I deſerve,= = | 
Over.  Avert/em?—Yes, with ſcorn. 
Think'ſ thou Pm angry? — Oh, thou art deceiv'd, 

In me deceiv'd, as I was once in thee— 
Yet wherefore look'ſt thou thus like man? 
Thou art 
To tell thee what thou art, my ſoul diſdains ; 
Go—leave me to my priſon and my wrong. _ 
Som. Yet I muſt ſtay, till you forgive or pity. 
Rather than pierce me with fuch words as theſe, 


Strike thro' a heart that bleeds for having wrongd 


you's 1 * 
Here, take my ſword—kill me — But as I fall, 
5 F Reach 
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Reach me thy hand, and ſa) hou haſt forgiv'n me, 
Then I ſhall die in peace, 
Over. No, keep thy ſword. I would not uſe it 
baſely. 
Thou know'ſt I would not—Go for ever from me 
Had any other thus contriv'd my ruin, 
I could have borne it with a manly patience ! 
But from thy hand! my friend! - my very ſelf! - 
Such unexpected wrongs have ſhook my ſoul. 
But I forgive thee all — away, away! 
Som. A few words more, and I have done for ever. 
Thy Ifabella | 
Over. Ha! that ſound is love, 
Tis ſoothing love, that ſteals on liſt'ning rage, 
And gives a pauſe to thought. 
Som, Weeping, ſhe ſeeks the King to plead thy 
cauſe , 
To urge thy wrongs ; my letters, thoſe confirm 
And clear thee, 
Over, Clear me ? 
Som, And accuſe myſelf ? 
Ower. Haſt thou done this ?——Tis more than 
Roman juſtice, | 
Som. They ſue diſmiſſion now from pow'r, entreat 
That thou the beſt, ſucceed the worſt of men; 
Truſt I reſign, unworthy as I am, 
To ſerve a nation, who betray'd a friend. 
A long adieu to pow'r and thee. 
ö Over. Not ſo. 
Enough of anger! it has rag'd too long. 
Oh *tis a eg ruthleſs, frantic paſſion, 
That hears not, ſees not, weighs not—yet condemns. 
Come reaſon, gentle ſpirit, come !—reſume 
Thy power; aſſuage, enquire, decide 
My friend, 
Me you decgiv'd, but were yourſelf deceiv'd; 
And tho' my name you ſully'd, yet you clear'd. 
In that, thou {till art noble, ſtill thyſelf. 
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In me 'twere mean no' & reſent it, urg'd ; 
Not to forgive it, when retracted, meaner 
Thou ſay'ſt thou wert miſled ; we all are frail, 
And miſled virtue claims the tend'reſt pity. 
Som. Oh ſay—ſpeak on!] am attention all; 
For on thy brow ſits mercy ſweet enthron'd, 
And penitence implores remiſſion from thee. 
Over. How amiable thy nature? faults in thee, 
(So can repentance work) are loſt in virtues. 
But Iſabella ! haſt thou not in her 
Cheriſh'd my ſoul's far dearer part? thou haſt— 
Wer't thou miſled by paſſion ?——So was I: 
Or haſt thou weunded friendſhip ?—So have : 
Then, each forgiving, and forgiving each, 
Here let oblivion bury paſt unkindneſs.— 
Come, come—1 pardon all. | 
Som. O joy! O friend ! 


Pardon my ſoftneſs too—My tears will flow, 


While I rejoin thee thus to my glad boſom. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Iſa. Live, live endearing and endear'd for ever! 
Scarce can I ſpeak my tranſport—But the King 
Has yielded to my ſuit and given thee freedom. 

Over. I thank his juſtice, but adore thy goodneſs, 

Ja. Thy foes (in that I know thou wilt not tri- 


umph) 
Have due diſgrace. 
Over. I wiſh 'em due repentance. 


Iſa. My lord, your gen'rous, repentant candour, 
Inroots, not tears you from the Royal favour, 
Over. More, than for all, I thank you for my 

friend. | | 2 + 

Iſa. My Overbury, on thy injur'd worth, 

Wealth, power, and new-ennobling honours wait.— 


1 Over. 
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Over. Heap wealth on wealth, on honours ho- 
nours raiſe ; | | 


| To theſe add pow'r as boundleſs as ambition, 


What are they all compar'd to love and thee ? 
a. The King, no ſtranger to our plighted faith, 
Has order'd too | 
Over. Thy bluſhes are explain'd ; 
Love well interprets love —Love in thoſe eyes, 
Reads the ſoft meaning of conſenting paſſions. 
How my heart ſwells with joy! | 
Som. Live long thus bleſs'd! - 
Over. In friendſhip and in love thus bleſt indeed, 
Iſa. So ſweet a calm, as my late cares are huſh'd 
in, 
Ne er yet ſucceeded ſuch a threat'ning tempeſt. 


But you, methinks, look pale 


Over. | No —ſay not ſo— 
My heart is but oppreſs'd and ſick with tranſport— 
Another ſtart—'That rapture was ſo ſtrong, 
It ſhot quite thro? and trembled to my foul! 
Another yet !—Nay now I ſcarce ſupport it 
My ſpirits fink—exhauſted—with delight, 
And nature reels—Oh!—I am fick at heart. 
Iſa. He faints !—A death-like dew hangs on his 
. temples, | 
Help! help !—who waits? 


Enter Attendants. 


Iſa. Thy Iſabella calls !— 
Return to life ! : 
Over. Where, where are now my joys ? 
Allfled at once—Oh ! Somerſet, I'm poiſon'd—— 
Som. Good Heav'n forbid ! 
Over. The wine, the wine you ſent— 


Som. Sayeſt thou I ſent ?—O-dire abuſe ! 


Over. 
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She then diſguis'd it with thy pow'rful name. 
Som. If ſo, may ev'ry vengeance be her portion! 
Over. I ſicken—am grown chill—ſave me !—1 
ſhudder ! 
I feel—— Oh! torture My blood boils within 
me— 
Cauſe, I have none, to be aſham'd of life, 
And cannot dread a death, I not deſerve : 
Yet nature ſhrinks from pain——And groans will 
follow, ; 
Som. My friend !—My Overbury ! 
Over. Oh! Somerſet! 
Juſt now, gay wealth and grandeur woo'd my youth; 
Now they deſert—W hy let em paſs !—But thus, 
From wailing friends, endearing in their ſorrows, 
Their hearts all bleeding at my pangs !——From 
them, 
Thus to be torn !—Such parting ſhocks indeed ! 
Be firm my ſoul !—Tho' robb'd, my love of life, 
All in its pride !—Of more than life, of thee ! 
Go tell my foes I pity and forgive— 
„ Tho' by their power unjuſtly I expire, 
© *Tis in my own to die with manly virtue.“ 
Iſa. Talk not of death! 
Over. Methinks I ſee the tyrant ;— 
Oh !—ia the field of glory had I fallen 
ProteQor of mankind ;. or had I bled, 
Upon the ſcaffold bled, their martyr'd friend, 
Death had been welcome !—<: Yet, in humbler ſphere 
+ 'Tis worth, not length of days, gives life perfec- 
tion— 
To thatI truſt !\'———Save me! 
Som. What means that ſtart ? 
Over. Ha! what a ſhoot was there! What ſud- 
den pangs ! 
They ſtrain, they aganize, convulſe, diſtort— 
T2 Oh 
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Oh gaze not here! deformity will follow,” + - 
| . Tabella.) 
„Will make me ſeem a ſpectaele of guilt, 


Inſtead of love, create in thee averſion,” 


And turn, what once was thy delight, to horror. 
Iſa. Never—* That, which thy fees can never 
compals, | | | AE TOES 
Thuy virtue, heighten'd in its charms by wrongs, 
„ Endears = more”—And-muſt we, muſt we loſe 
thee 
Over. Weep not my fair, © we ſeparate to meet 
„Where never 'treach'ry ſhall part us more; 
In joys all permanent and pure—But ſee?” 


See Somerſet !——She ſinks overwhelm'd with grief, 


Let me conjure thee by my dying friendſhip, 
To comfort all her forrows !—Life ebbs out 


Flames wind about my breaft—My brain's on fire, 


And my eyes ſwim in a blue ſea of ſulphur. 
Oh! Somerſet—My Ifabella—Oh ! 
Som, Death ſeizes on him ſtrong My friend !— 

Iſa. My kindeſt ! 3 
Over. A ſickly damp creeps cold—O love !-0 
friendſhip ! | 
Suſtain me catch my fleeting ſoul !—farewell!_ 
| | [Dies. 
Iſa. Stay, ſtay a while, dear ſhade, and PIl o'er- 
take thee. | 
Oh for a dagger now !—death, give me eaſe ! 
He comes !—I feel him at my heart already 
He brings me all I wiſh. (Faints.) 
| Som. Alas, 'he ſwoons! 
Convey her gently from this ſcene of horror, 
And guard her with the tend'reſt care.— 
[ Iſabella borne in by Attendants. 
Dear Friend ! 
'T were juſt that I, the author of theſe woes, 
Should on theſe lips breathe out my laſt. 
[ Falls on the body. 
Enter 


ts. 


'y 


A TRAGEDY. 


Enter an Officer and Guards, 


Officer, | My lord ! 
Your pardon—but you're here a priſoner. 
Your wife has, in a fit of raving phrenzy, 
Confeſt the murder of Sir Thomas Overbury ! 
Her vile confed”rates are impeach'd and ſeiz/d, - 7 
And ſay the wine was ſent from you. — . 

Som. Vile trait'reſs !— 
But heaven is juſt, and I deſerve it all. 


Enter Counteſs of Somerſet, mad. 


n Was it the wine I ſent ?——a draught of 
re! | | 
And doſt think Heav'n will conceal the murder? 
Tho' mountains cover'd us, they could not hide us! 
Dreams will diſcloſe it; or, if night wants eyes, 
Lightnings will flaſh and point us out to juſtice. 

Officer. Her guilt has made her mad 

Coun. Who talks of guilt? 


What! ſnatch'd the cup? and drain'd it to the laſt? 


Then there's no drug, or health-reſtoring herb, 
Which the ſun ſmiles on can expel th' infection. 
Hark! there's a tell-tale wind groans under us, 
And Lay n heaves with wonder. — Blood, blood, 

! 
The Heavens ring with murder — The red clouds 
Rain a whole ſea of ſmoking blood upon us ! 
And I am ftain'd all over, Curſt Northampton 
You've driven me to the brink of miſery ; 
The yawning earth opens to fwallow me.— 
Down,—down I fink into the gulph of darkneſs ; 
Help! or V'm loſt for ever! | 

| [ Runs of, 


Som. 
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Som, Wherefore do I not rave? but that were 
happineſs—— 

To loſe my ſenſes, wete to loſe my pain, 

Yes, let me know, and feel myſelf a wretch ! 

T do reſign me to th' impartial hand 

Of juſtice, nor dare murmur at my fate, | 

But ye, who ſee my ſuff rings, ſhun their cauſe. 
„Fly, fly, fond youth, the guilty fair one's arms, 
Nor judge of excellence by outward charms!” 
They, who for faithleſs love, a friend betray, 
Chuſe glitr'ring toys, and throw rich pearls away: 
Ruin and death, on ill-plac'd love are built, 
And paſſion, ſprung from weakneſs, ends in guilt, 


EPILOGUE, 
Written by RICHARD 'CUMBERLAND, Ela. 
And ſpoken by Mrs. HAR TLE V. 


HE Muſe, who late with melancholy pride 
Stalk'd by her poor, neglected poet's fide, 

And, as the muſing Wandirer ſtroll'd along, 
Chear'd his fad evenings with her patient be 
Round his unhouſed temples twin'd her bays, 
And ſoften'd hunger with the food of praile 
In want, deſpair, impriſonment, in death, 
With hands convuls'd, till wove this tragic wreath, 
True to the laſt in his lov'd cauſe appears, 
Aad aſks the ſoft libation of your tears: 
To his yet ling'ring ſhade the prize imparts, 
And greets him with the tribute of your hearts, 
Thus, whilſt with praiſe you crown departed worth, 
You bring ſucceeding genius to its birth. 


And have you, Britons, have you hearts to prove, 
Alien from us, the children of your love ? 
Are you, like Sawage's dire mother, grown 
Gentler to all mens offspring than your own ? 
Will you renounce, for an exotic band, 
Plants of your own, and natives of your land ? 
On Englith ground a Gallic ſtage ereR, 
And all that faſhion propagates protect? 
Out goes the word, Subſcribe ! a ſcheme behold, 
That turns French tinſel into Engliſh gold: 
Hither the adventurers flock, for here they find 
A huge fat hoſt, that welcomes all mankind. 
Domeſtic bards, avaunt ! Shakeſpeare be dumb! 
New capering, quavering, chattering Muſes _ [ 

ay, 


EPILOGUE. ä 
Gap, glittering troops of AQreſſes appear, | 
With Author's tack'd, like Sutlers, to the rear. 


W trat can we plain, unfaſhion'd mortals do, 
Rivall'd by them, and, ah !—renounc'd by you? 
Renounc'd ere either ſtage regains its breath, 
There ſtopt by reſignation, here by death: 

- Is it like you to ſharpen our diſtreſs, 
And make affliction's little remnant leſs ? 
Were you but faithful, I ſhould ſcorn to yield, 
By my brave ſoldiers fide, I'd keep the field ; 
Safe in your arms defy the invaders rage, 


Whether it ſhakes the State, or ſaps the Stage. 
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